A  GALAXY  OF  STARS

only meant professional distinction, but equitable and
honorable treatment.

The year 1915 dawned with fateful significance for
Charles Frohman. With its advent began a chain of
happenings that, in the light of later events, seemed
almost prophetic of the fatal hour which was now
closing in.

Perhaps the most picturesque and significant of these
events was the reconciliation with his old friend David
Belasco. Twelve years before, through an apparently
trivial thing, a breach had developed between these two
men whose fortunes had been so intimately entwined.
They had launched their careers in New York together;
the old Madison Square Theater had housed their first
theatrical ambition; they had kept pace on the road to
fame; their joint productions had been features of the New
York stage. Yet for twelve years they had not spoken.

Frohman became 31, and lay stricken at the Knicker-
bocker Hotel. That he had thought much of his old
comrade, so long estranged, was evident. A remark-
able coincidence resulted. It was like an act in any
one of the many plays they had produced.

One afternoon Belasco, who had heard of the serious
plight of Frohman, sat in his studio on the top floor
of the Belasco Theater. There, amid his Old World
curios, he pondered over the past.

"'C. P.' is lying ill at the Knickerbocker," he said to
himself. "He may die. I must see him. This quarrel
of ours is a great mistake."

He started to write a note to his old friend, when the
telephone - bell rang. It was his business manager,
Benjamin Roeder, who said:

285out this time he became very much interested
